I'm lonely a year and a day after M died. I look around for her business card, call the old number. Lo! Her voicemail still works; I say I miss her a lot. Voicemail for the dead. I feel better. Therapy is messaging the dead.
I'm vague about existentialism, feels like nihilism. I used to read Jean-Paul Sartre. Didn't occur to me then there are times for meaning and times for meaningless. It's grey in the tunnel: grey at the end, too, maybe. Not winning wars but living lives. The Oedipal phase, triangulation; Shakespeare and the web we weave; triangles, lines, family trees, missing the forest for the trees. Me, you, me, God, existentialism; I, my aunt, I, my grandmother (which?); mothers, fathers, mine?
Last night I read old journals I'd kept in college, crying, crying: all this way, all this way since then, and I still say the same things to myself. My friends, now in memory, seem more distinct than they were then, on paper. Scary. Still, it's my handwriting; yes, it is. I don't remember now each one I wrote about then. I loved. I got angry. Ill-understood passions. Go on. Apologize later, cut and run, stay; be happy. Combat rock, Clash; is it a jagged little pill? For music soothes the savage beast; others it lulls to dreamland. The universals: music, dancing, celebrating, mourning. The custom of the uncustomary. What sense is there in waking (one is as in "I went to the wake") the dead? I think wakes are sad and celebratory, for the life that's gone and the life going on. I've been to a couple. Not unhappy, not happy. The meaning is not all about being happy, for which there's neither pill nor secret. (Only two sure things, says Poor Richard.) Our Declaration guarantees us the pursuit not the capture of it. Nor is the meaning all sad, although sad has a big role in the thing; maybe there's a pill for that. Not for me, though, given my natural gift already of it. I used to like math, thinking it had a lot of the answers: you got them or not. Then I liked literature: a study of people in their time by someone in it, their time, with them. I love psychiatry; I love medicine; I love the black, white, and grey of them. Points, so many, many points, of view. Right and wrong and happy and sad and lines and triangles and enviously or jealously and Latin and English or Greek and English or English and English and so forth.
Once I wanted to be a veterinarian. My brother sneered, "You want to be a doctor because it's the most prestigious!" I cried and cried. Can't be true. "You don't know anything about me! I want to help dogs and cats and hamsters." Or was it true? I thought then prestigious was a bad word, one I could never know and therefore bad. Makes me laugh now. Not the word being bad but the way he said it. Maybe he was explaining something. Maybe big brothers are not so… People ask me if 40's really bad. No. Twenty nine was bad, 39, too. I hope I get to know about 49.
